

66 The Tragedy of Othello 

Oth. I would hauc him nine yeares a killing; a fine Woman.afaijt 
Woman ,a fweete woman. 

lag. Nay you muft forget. 

Oth. And let her rot and perifii , and bedarab’d to night, for (ks 
flaall not liue.- no, my heart is turn’d to ftonejl ftrike it, and it hurtt 
my hand : O the world has not a Tweeter creature, fire might lie by 
an Empcrours fide, and command him taskes. 

Ug. Nay that’s not your way. 

Oth, Hang her, I doe but fay what (he is ; So delicate with bet 
needle, an admirable mufition , O freewill ling the fauagenefft 
out of aBeare ; of To hye and plcntious wit and inuention. 

lag. Shee’s the worfe for all. this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of To gentle a con- 
dition. 

lag. T,too gentle. . 

Oth. I that’s certain*!, but yet the pitty of k Iage, thepitty. 

U. If you be fo fond oucr her iniquity, giue her patent xtftM 
for if it touches not you, it comes necrc no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes — cuckold me I 

lag. O cis foule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

ofh. Getmcfomepoifon lago, this night lie not export 
with her, left her body and beauty vnprouidc my muide agon , iK 

mZ Iag . a Doe it not with poifon , ftranglc her in her bed , eucn 

bed frehath contaminated. , 

Oth. Good, good, the iuflice ofu plcafes very good. 

Ug. And for C*/w,let me bee his vndertaker : you (M 
roorc by midnight. -0. Trumpet. 

tatn Lodouico,Defdemona,4»d attendants. 


Oth. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame? 

lap. Something from Piteict fure,tis Ltdowco, 
Come fiom the Duke, and fee your wife is with 1 wn. 
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Cjprts »■ 
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led. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth ■. With all my heart fir. 

Ltd. The Duke and Senators ofPeuiee greete you. 

Oth. I kifle the infttumcntoftheirpleafure*. 

Def A nd what’s the newes good coufen Lodouico ? 
lag. 1 am very glad to fee you Seignior : — welcome to 
Ltd. 1 thanke you, how does Leiutcnant Cafsiei 
lag. Liuesfir. 

Def. Coufen, there’s falne betweene him and my Lord, 

An vnkind breach, but you frail make all well. 

Oth. Are you furc of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doc,as you will. 

Led. Hedid not call.hce’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord and Cafsie } 

D*{, A moft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the loucl heart to Caftie, 

Oth. Fire and Brimftoue. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth . Arc you wile? 

Defd. What, is he angry ? 

Led. M ay be the letter mou’d him; 

For as I thinke.they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsie in his gouernement. 

Defd. By my troth,! am glad on’r. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. I am glad to lee you mad. 

Def. How fweete Othelle ? 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def I hauc not deferu’d this; 

Tho r° r<,,t ^' S r W ° u ^ not k* bclceu'd in Persic*, 

Tho I fr° Ul d Twcarc 1 favv’c : tis very much, 

Makeheramends.frcweepes. 

If ^ DiueJl,Diuell, 

Bad drifot ni C ° Uld u eme With Wom ««* tear« 

C * drop fr c falls,would prouc a Crocadilc ; 



